THE   DIFFICULTIES   OF
PAINTING   AND   THE PLEASURES  OF BETTING
three o'clock in the afternoon the little group standing in the rue Montmartre in front of the painters' studio knew a lot of things that the morning's passers-by had to resign themselves to not knowing,
The inscription was now complete; five lines painted (three in black, two in red, alternating), and a last line drawn in charcoal. You were no longer in the presence of an anonymous declaration. You knew the author of these rude remarks. It was Alfred, boot-seller* Here, in sum, was what he had to say:
BUSINESS MAKES ME SICK
I'VE HAD ENOUGH
I'M SELLING OUT ALL MY STOCK
COME AND BE SHOD FOR NOTHING
AT ALFRED'S
EXPENSE
But the acquaintance which you had thus gained with Alfred was not limited to this. The artistic composition to the left of the lettering was finished so far as the drawing was concerned. P6det had worked on it at intervals, in accordance with his bursts of inspiration, and also to give himself a rest from his monotonous job of completing the lettering. Despite the absence of colours, and some
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